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Summary:
Ashley steals one of Andrew’s cigarettes and goes out to smoke it. He catches her and gets mad at her "Because that’s bad for you.”
She turns it around on him as she tries to be flirty, but as he points out his hypocrisy to her, she simply gets angry at him.

Notes:
[This was a request from someone somewhere.]

Work Text:
Ashley was taking her time sitting around the motel room, waiting for Andy to return with whatever he could grab today that seemed like good eating. They kept trying different little fast food joints around the motel to keep their stomachs full. The problem being that sometimes it felt worse than just not eating. That’s what you get with piss poor quality in such a shit hole.

As she kicked her legs and looked around, she noticed that his cigarettes were sticking out from under the side of his pillow. He had ended up leaving them around while running out.

(I wonder if Andy would get mad if I had one of them... I know he’s really uptight about telling him to stop, but I guess if I picked it up, then it’d just be more cigarettes for us to buy.)

She thought about that for a bit. (I suppose he wouldn’t be mad at buying even more cigarettes, unless it starts eating up too much money.) Taking the packet of cigarettes, Ashley pulls one out of the palm sized box and grabs his lighter from under the pillow as well. She walks out of the room and stands on the small balcony by the window, lighting up and taking a pull.

It isn’t something she’s used to and starts to cough a bit, but she manages. (Jeez and he can just take one after the other. I don’t mind the smell, but wow.) As she stands there with the cigarette, she doesn’t even get into it that much before Andrew rounds the corner of the building on the ground floor and looks up the stairs to see her with the cigarette between her fingers. He starts walking up the stairs with a glare.

“Ashley. The fuck do you think you’re doing with my cigarettes?” - “I’m smoking, smart-ass. What the fuck else would I be doing?” - “Give me my pack back. Now.” She hands over the pack and lighter obediently.

“Andy, what’s got you so bothered. Can’t—” - “I don’t want to see you smoking anymore.” - “What... Wait, hold on, like at all?” He ignores her question and pushes his way through the motel door and sets the plastic bag of takeout on the counter inside. She is puzzled, but takes another drag of the cigarette in her hand. He walks back out and holds his hand out in front of her. She looks down at his empty hand and then to the cigarette as she exhales the smoke out over his outstretched arm.

“You literally have a whole pack. Get your own.” - “I don’t want you smoking Ashley! It’s not good for you!”

Now she stopped, locked eyes with him, and furrowed her brow. “Oh... So you’re really gonna be like this huh? So YOU can smoke, and YOU can tell me what not to do, because YOU seemingly care about me so much. Yeah that’s real rich Andy.” - “I’m telling you not to smoke because I do care about you Ashley, whether you believe that or not!” He reinforces his motion to her for her to hand over the cigarette.

She does not forfeit the death stick to him, and simply puts it to her lips to take another drag. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing with this anyways? Do you know how much of this smoke I breathe just being around you?” - “Ashley...” - “Andy, you’re an idiot to think I care one way or the other.” She smirks, putting the filter between her lips after she licks them, breathing in more smoke before handing it over to him.

“I think it’s cute though Andy, if we share a cigarette... Isn’t that like an indirect kiss?” She slowly walks around him, closer to the door to their room. He holds onto the cigarette and looks at her like the psycho she is. “You’re a freak... Just don’t take anymore of my cigarettes, and don’t start smoking. It’s bad enough that I do this shit.” - “That’s what I— ! Ugh! You’re such a fucking asshole Andy!” She hits him over the back of the head and walks into the room.

As the door closes, he slowly leans against the wall next to the door, blushing as he puts the filter of the cigarette in his mouth, taking a slow pull. (Indirect kiss... I’ll take it, just this once.) He finished off the cigarette and stomped it out, leaving the butt on the floor of the catwalk, returning to the room to eat with his sister.